
Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

When what is done is like an hypocrite, 

The which is good ia nothing bucin fight, 

If it be true that I interpret falfe. 

Then were it certaine you were not fo bad, 

As with foule Inceft to abufe your foule : 

VVhere now you both a father and a fonne. 

By your vntirnely clafpings with your childe, 
f VVhich pleafures fits an husband,not a father) 
And flic an eater of her mothers flefh, 

By the defiling of her parents bed. 

And both like ferpents arc, who though they feed 
On fwceceft flowers, yet they poyfon breed. 
tArjtioch farwell/or w'ifedome fees thofe men 
Blufli not in adHons blacker then the night. 

Will fhew no courfe to kcepe them from the light 
One finne (I know) another doth prouoke ; 
Murder’s as necre to luft,as flame to fmoake : 
Poyfon and treafon are the hands 6jf finne, 

I, and the T argets to put off the fhame, 

Then lead my life be cropt to keepe you cleare. 

By flight He fliun the danger which I fcare. 

















ExiP^ 


Behold, 


Pericles Prince of Tyr€. 

Behoidjheer’s poyfon and hcer’s gold, 

VVe hate the Prince of Tyre,zaA thou muft Kill him. 

It fits thee not to aske the rcafon why ? 

Becaufe we bid it .• fay,is it done ? 

ThalMy Lordjtis done. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

^«r.Enough. Lecyour breath cooleyour fclfc,tdlingyour 
bade. 

MejfMy Lord,Prince Pericles is fled . 

Ant^h^ thou wilt liuc,flye after, and like an arrow (hot from 
a well experient Archer hits the marke his eye doth Icuell it ; fo 
do thou neuer rcturne,vnleflrc thou fay, Prince Verkles is dead. 

ThalMy Lord, if I can get him within my pidols length, He 
make him fure enough : fo farwell to your highnefle. 

Anti, Thaliard^i\t\iyi\\l Pericles be dead. 

My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. . Exit. 

Enter Pei'kles with his Lords. 

P^.Letnone didurbevs : 

Why fliould this change of thoughts, 

The fad companion dull-eyde melancholy. 

By me fo vfde, a gued as not an hourc, 

In the dayes glorious walke or pcacefiill night. 

The toombe where griefe fliould flecpc,can breed me quiet. 
Here pleafures court mine eyes, and mine eyes fhun them. 

And danger which I feard,is at Antioch, 

Whofe arme feemes farre too fbort to hit me here. 

Yet neither pleafurCvS art cari ioy my fpirits. 

Nor yet the others di dance comfort me .* 

Then it is thus,that paflTons ofthc mindc, 

That haue their fird conception by mif-dread, 

Haue after nourifhmcnt and life by care ; 

And what was fird but fcarc,what might be done, 

Growes elder now, and cares it be not done. 

And fo with me ;.ihc great Antiochns, 

Gaind whomi am too little to contend. 

Since. 



